Till (Glory!) from his chrysalis of steel The Red flung wide the fatal fans of fire: I saw the long flames, ribboning, unreel, And slow bitumen trawling from his pyre. I knew the ecstasy, the fearful throes, And the white phoenix from his scarlet sire, As silver in the Solitude he rose.
The towers and trees were lifted hymns of praise. The city was a prayer, the land a nun: The noonday azure strumming all its rays Sang that a famous battle had been won, As signing his white Cross, the very Sun, The Solar Christ and captain of my days Zoomed in the azure; and his will was done.
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